ing not to vomit, until the spell passed. His leg felt
numb and dead^ and he was weak and he wished to He
down, but he dared not.

He entered the grille, his left heel showing a red
print at each step. The vault door opened soundlessly;
without a. light he found the key to the cash box and
opened it. He took only bank notes9 but he took all he
could find. Then he closed the vault and locked it, re-
turned to the lavatory and wetted a towel and removed
his heel prints from the linoleum floor- Then he passed
out the back door5 threw the latch so it would lock
behind him. The clock on the courthouse rang mid-
night.

la an alley between two negro stores a negro man sat
in a battered Ford, waiting. He gave the negro a bill
and the negro cranked the engine and came and stared
curiously at the bloody cloth beneath his torn trousers.
"Whut happened, boss? Y'ain't hurt, is you?"

"Run into some wire/5 he answered shortly, "She's
got plenty gas^ ain't she?" The negro said yes, and he
drove on. As lie crossed the square the marshal, Buck,
stood beneath the light before the post office^ and
Snopes cursed him with silent and bitter derision. He
drove on and entered another street and passed from
view 5 and presently the sound of his going had died
away.

269